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Shinsou wakes up in the middle of the night. 

He opens his eyes slowly, reluctantly. There's a curious, insistent 
feeling niggling in the dusky corners of his mind—he feels like he has 
to get up and do something, but he’s not quite sure what. It's quiet and 
dark, the watery moonlight filtering in through the blinds. Absol is 
curled up neatly at his feet, belly rising and falling with the rhythm of 
soft breaths. 

Shinsou lies awake for a few moments, trying to grasp at the strange, 
urgent sensation again, but it slips away like a dream into the balmy 
summer night. Eventually, sleep takes its inevitable hold once more— 
his body goes lax, his eyes droop closed. 

Outside in the blue-black night, a comet begins its bright, fiery voyage 
across the heavens. 


By the time Shinsou’s awake, half of Littleroot Town is talking about 
the glowing, very noticeable object arcing through the sky—the 
Millennium Comet, it's called, and it comes every one thousand years 
coinciding with the presence of a rare Pokemon named— 

“Jirachi!” Midoriya says, sounding so excited he's a little out of breath. 
He's flipping through a notebook full of ancient sketches of the 
Pokémon, while his Sceptile sniffs curiously at Absol. “Apparently, it 
stays awake only as long as the comet is visible—only a week, which 
means—” and here, his face falls almost comically, “I've barely got a 
week to register it in the Pokédex.” 

“You can do it,” Todoroki says, unhesitating. 

“Yeah,” Midoriya mutters. “Once every a thousand years? I've basically 
got a moral obligation.” 

Shinsou hums noncommittally. Being around Midoriya and Todoroki is 
a little tiring sometimes. But he's probably friends with them now, so 
he'll take it. Admittedly, he isn't quite as excited as the rest of 
Littleroot about a rock flying through the sky and some kind of metal 
wish-granting Pokémon that may or may not exist. At any rate, he's 
not excited enough to start a festival, which is what people are doing 


at the moment. 

"| don't think it'll be that hard," Todoroki says pragmatically. "Bakugou 
said that Tsuyu's little sister saw it at their house." 

"What?" Midoriya says, gaping. "Is she sure?" 

Todoroki shrugs. "Who knows?" he says placidly. "But she was 
carrying a lot of Master Balls for a six-year-old. | don't think she 
could've gotten those from the store." 

"Oh my god!" Midoriya exclaims, leaping to his feet. "| have to go see 
her—maybe it's still there!" 

Shinsou stands up. "I think I'll go home," he says. The whole thing with 
Tsuyu's sister is interesting, but not that interesting—it's getting hot, 
and he misses the air-conditioned haven of his house. 

Todoroki raises an eyebrow. "You sure?" he says. "It’s pretty funny.” 
"I'm good," Shinsou says, and waves them off. Midoriya is obviously 
raring to go, and he leaves with Todoroki after a hurried farewell. 
Beside Shinsou, Absol stretches, yawns, showing rows of glinting, 
sharp teeth. 


"You know," Shinsou's mother says, sighing, "I love everything about 
the house, | really do, but the soil in the backyard is no good for 
growing anything at all." 

Shinsou laughs a little. They've been living in this house for five years, 
and every summer, his mother tries her hand at a garden. Every year, 
nothing grows except for the woodland weeds and dry grass. But she 
keeps trying, nonetheless. 

“Not even the Oran berries?" Shinsou asks, humouring her. 

"Not even the Oran berries," his mother responds despondently. She 
sighs, and her Masquerain flutters over from the table to rest on her 
shoulder comfortingly. "| guess I'll throw in the towel this year," she 
says, stroking the Pokémon on the head. "Some things just aren't 
meant to be." 

"| guess you're right," Shinsou says. 


After lunch, Shinsou's mother heads out to help out with setting up 
the festival. 

"You should come too," she tells him as she's about to leave. "It 
sounds like it could be fun." 


"Maybe tomorrow," Shinsou says. 

"Maybe never, you mean," his mother says, amused. She kisses him 
quickly on the forehead. "I'll be back." 

Shinsou does the chores, and when he's done, he settles down in his 
room to brush Absol. She lies on her side obediently, sprawled out in 
front of him, already purring. Shinsou smiles, rakes his fingers through 
the dense, silky fur of her ruff. 

There's a strange, sudden sound that comes from the kitchen, jolting 
him out of his reverie. Under his touch, Absol tenses, raises her head. 
The noise comes again, then again—it's like someone's throwing 
something heavy at his window. 

"The hell?" Shinsou says, scrambling to get out of bed. Absol leaps 
onto the floor and trots towards the kitchen to investigate. There's the 
crash of breaking glass, and Shinsou hears Absol yowl in surprise. 
Something’s swooping about leisurely in his kitchen—a Pokémon, 
presumably the window-breaking culprit, vaguely star-shaped and 
overtly cheerful. It turns to look at Shinsou and chirps, overjoyed. It's 
not hard to identify—Midoriya had been looking at the same thing in 


his notebook not just a few hours ago. 
"Oh my god," Shinsou says. "Jirachi?" 


Fifteen minutes later, Shinsou comes to the conclusion that Jirachi is 
actually—kind of stupid for something that's supposed to be more 
than a few millennia old. 

"For the last goddamn time, you can't—eat—a spoon!" he says 
through gritted teeth, trying to wrest the cutlery out of the Pokémon's 
grasp while Absol watches, bemused. 

Jirachi hums, makes a soft, bubbly sound that sounds vaguely like 
laughter. It's surprisingly strong—Shinsou gives up, and Jirachi floats 
away, spoon clenched happily in its mouth. 

"What in the hell," Shinsou says, frustrated. "| don't need any wishes!" 
he calls up to where Jirachi hovers. "You can leave. And pay me for the 
window." 

Jirachi responds by opening the fridge door telepathically and 
promptly finding things that actually are edible. After a few minutes of 
futile resistance, Shinsou gives up and sits down. 

I'm watching a mythical Pokémon raid my fridge, he thinks tiredly, and 


kind of just sits there, resigned. 


"Good lord," his mother says, a few hours later. "What happened?" 
"This!" Shinsou says, shoving a very happy Jirachi in her face. 

"Oh," his mother says, eyes wide. "Oh, my! This—it's the comet 
Pokémon, isn't it? The one they say grants wishes— 

"The one who broke our window and trashed our fridge," Shinsou 
says. "Yeah, this is Jirachi." 

"My goodness," his mother says, and to Shinsou's horror, she looks 
endeared. "What an adorable little thing." 

"Did you not hear me?" Shinsou demands, incredulous. 

But she's already taking Jirachi gently, cooing to it, and the little 
bastard chirps right up at her. Shinsou stares for a moment, and 
decides to leave. He's seen enough. 

"Come on, Absol," he says, and she lopes after him into his room. But 
Jirachi swoops after them too, landing softly on Shinsou's head. 
His mother laughs. "It likes you," she says. 

Shinsou groans. 


Word gets around the next day that Shinsou Hitoshi is toting around a 
Jirachi like it's nobody's business. Midoriya's the first one at his door, 
panting. He eyes the Jirachi at Shinsou's shoulder with a strange 
fervour. 

“Can—can I—" 

Shinsou rubs an eye, still sleepy. "Yeah," he says. "Go ahead." 
Midoriya stays long enough for Shinsou's mother to offer him lunch, 
punching data into his dex, taking pictures, and generally just 
showering Jirachi with attention. Jirachi loves it. 

"It's so cute," Midoriya gushes. "But so strong!" He reaches out, 
scratches Jirachi under the chin. "Aren't you?” 

Jirachi fairly purrs. 

Shinsou sighs. He doesn't know what it is about Jirachi that turns 
everyone into an endeared mess. "I'm going out," he says. 
Immediately, Jirachi swoops onto his hair again. Already resigned, 
Shinsou steps out into the sun, Absol and Midoriya at his heels. 


Jirachi’s a little more tolerable outside, though Shinsou has to be on 


his guard for anything stupid it might do. Absol's a great help, keeping 
an eye out when it tries to pick a fight with a Cascoon, picking it up by 
the scruff with her teeth and bringing it back to Shinsou. 

"It's got a wish left, you know," Midoriya says. He points at the blue 
tags on Jirachi's head. "Those are its wish tags—there's writing on all 
but one of them." 

Shinsou squints. He hadn't noticed. "Wonder who the second wish 
was.” 

"Pretty sure it's Uraraka," Midoriya says. "Her house got a lot bigger 
overnight." 

"Wow," Shinsou says. He glances at Midoriya from the corner of his 
eye. "What about you? Do you want a wish? | don't know what to do 
with it." 

Midoriya laughs. "Who doesn't?" he says. "But Jirachi came to you. It 
wouldn't feel right for me to have it." 

As if agreeing, Jirachi swoops in a dizzying circle around Shinsou's head 
and settles in his hair comfortably, making a bright, contented noise. 


That night, Absol curls around Jirachi and lulls it to sleep with long, 
rasping strokes of its tongue. It's nice to see her so affectionate — 
Shinsou's often regretted not having more Pokémon on his team for 
her to be with. In the hush of the night, he suddenly realizes that 
despite all the trouble, it's not that bad having Jirachi around. 


Shinsou takes it back. 

Jirachi is a goddamn menace. It's the third day of its short little stint in 
the waking world, and it's already committed breaking and entering, 
robbery, and petty theft. 

"Get back here!" Shinsou hisses, but Jirachi just stares back from his 
neighbour's yard, stuffing its face with berries. "You can't just do that, 
those aren't even ours—" 

He flips the fence. Jirachi squeaks nervously, drops the half-eaten 
berries, and tries to make a dash for the house's window. Shinsou isn't 
about to let yet another innocent window get destroyed, so he ends 
up sprinting the length of the yard and pinning Jirachi to the ground, 
panting. 

"Uh," someone says above him. "Are you okay?" 


Shinsou groans inwardly, looks up. It's Ojiro, looking bemused. "I'm 
fine," he says, trying to contain Jirachi. He sits up, Jirachi finally 
escaping to hover near his head. "I'm really sorry about your berries," 
he says. 

"No, it's okay," Ojiro says a little awkwardly. "Jirachi can have them. I'm 
sure my mom won't mind." 

"Thanks," Shinsou says. The air between them is a little stilted— 
Shinsou's never really talked to him much, despite them being 
neighbours. 

"So it's true, huh?" Ojiro says, reaching out a tentative hand to Jirachi, 
who lands on it. "Jirachi's with you." 

"Yeah." 

"You're incredibly lucky," says Ojiro, smiling. "Once every a thousand 
years, and it chooses you to spend its time with." 

"Debatable," Shinsou mutters. "You want a wish?" he asks hopefully. 
"There's one left." 

Ojiro laughs, shakes his head. "| don't think it's mine to take," he says. 
"Jirachi came to you, after all." 


Shinsou sighs. "That's what Midoriya said." 

"Midoriya's right," Ojiro says. He pauses. "But if you like, | can help you 
come up with a wish." 

Shinsou blinks, taken aback for a second. And then, "Sure. If you 
want." 


"For a start," Ojiro says as they walk through Petalburg Woods, "more 
wishes." He tosses his Ambipom a Poké Puff. 

Jirachi swoops down from the trees in front of them and chirps, 
shaking its head rather furiously. 

Shinsou hums. "! feel like that wouldn't work." 

"Guess not," Ojiro says. "Why don't you get yourself a bigger house 
like Uraraka?" 

"My mom likes the house the way it is," Shinsou says. "If it's too big, 
it'll be too much trouble to take care of." 

"A pool, then," Ojiro says. "It's hot today." 

"There's a pond in Oldale like ten minutes away. There's the goddamn 
sea." 

"You're hard to please, aren't you?" 


"Sorry, | guess." 
"No, it's okay." Ojiro smiles. "We've got time." 


Another night rolls around, the comet falling just a little lower in the 
sky. 


They decide to go on a ferry ride the next day, so Jirachi can see the 
ocean. Unfortunately, Jirachi seems hell-bent on getting itself terribly 
sick. 

"What the hel// are you eating, Jirachi?" Shinsou says, grabbing it and 
forcing its mouth open. "Spit it out. Come on—" 

Reluctantly, Jirachi hacks up a couple of candy wrappers. Shinsou sighs 
and rolls his eyes, and Ojiro cracks a smile. 

"Absol was never this hard to raise," Shinsou says, releasing Jirachi, 
who swoops off into the air, disgruntled. "| feel like a goddamn 
parent." 

"You kind of are," Ojiro says. "But you're doing a pretty good job." 
Shinsou blinks. "You think so?" 


Ojiro laughs. "Yeah, | do." 
"Oh," Shinsou says, strangely pleased but trying not to show it on his 
face. "Thanks, | guess." 


Jirachi is a strange, strange creature, Shinsou knows. So old—millennia 
upon millennia spent in dreams—yet so young, when it comes to the 
waking world. A child, really—a child with all the power in the world in 
its reach, just waiting for someone to want something, to really want 
it. Perhaps people have fought over Jirachi. They must've. Shinsou's 
glad that things are how they are this time around, that the people of 
Littleroot are who they are. 

But regardless of the circumstances, nothing ever changes. Jirachi stays 
seven days and seven nights, and then it's gone. There are no 
exceptions, and as Shinsou watches Jirachi play-fight over a ball of yarn 
with Absol, something inside him twists painfully. 

It's only been four days. Shinsou never ceases to be amazed at how 
easily he gets attached. 


"A bike," Ojiro says. "The kind that can go really fast and do tricks at 


the same time." 

They're taking another brainstorm walk, Shinsou cradling a tired Jirachi 
in his arms. Its mouth is stained with the pink of fresh berries from 
Ojiro's, and pretty much every other berry plant in a one-mile radius. 
Shinsou gives him a funny look. "| could just buy one." 

"You can say that for almost anything, Shinsou," Ojiro responds, 
sounding a little exasperated. "But you're right. I'm running out of 
ideas." 

"It's okay," Shinsou says. But it's the fifth day, and he’s starting to feel 
apprehensive. In his arms, Jirachi nuzzles against his chest, content, 
and Shinsou holds it a little closer. 


"| was just thinking," Shinsou says. "I should probably go to the 
festival." 

It's the sixth day. 

"Oh, no!" his mother says teasingly. "Really? Is it because you've got 
the Pokémon that's actually central to the entire thing?" 

"No, it's because | wanna watch a magic show," Shinsou says flatly. 

His mother laughs. "Go, then," she says. "It's pretty fun. Bring the Ojiro 


"And Jirachi, of course," Shinsou adds. 
"Of course," his mother says. 


It's a night to remember. Ojiro pays for the food, and Jirachi just about 
glows with all the attention. Shinsou watches it soaring through the 
festival lights with joy, and wonders how he could ever be expected to 
say goodbye. 


On the last day, they're quiet as the sun sets. Ojiro reads a book, 
Shinsou plays with Jirachi and Absol a little. When they both get tired, 
he sits on the couch, making up his mind. 

"| know what I'm gonna wish for," Shinsou says eventually, voice quiet. 
Ojiro smiles softly. "Then I'll give you some privacy," he says. "I'll head 
home." He turns to Jirachi. "Goodbye," he says, stroking its head softly. 
"It was an honour to meet you." And then, "I'll see you tomorrow, 
Shinsou." 


Jirachi chirps back sadly, and Ojiro leaves quietly. 

"Jirachi," Shinsou says, and the Pokémon turns towards him. It breaks 
his heart to say it, because everything is starting to sound a little like 
goodbye. "Will you grant my wish?" 

And Jirachi smiles that strange little smile—so youthful and wise at the 
same time, and it nods. 


The process itself is short, almost unremarkable —ancient letters that 
Shinsou can't read appearing on the last wish tag, a strange gust of 
wind that smells of spring. And that's it. 

"Thank you," Shinsou says. And then, reluctantly, "It's almost time, 
isn't it? Let's go outside." 


The evening air is cool, and the festival's still going—the lights and 
music and liveliness, all muted from the distance. Jirachi's a lot more 
restrained than usual, as is Absol, who sighs, settling down on the cool 
grass. Shinsou stops too, and Jirachi hovers in front of them. The 
Millennium Comet is just about scraping the horizon. 

"Thank you," Shinsou says, his voice hoarse. "Thank you for your time. 
We had fun." His eyes feel hot. "I wish—I wish we could've had 
longer—" 

Jirachi lets out a little wail, flings itself onto Shinsou's chest, and he 
holds it close. They stay like that for a few moments, and when they 
break apart, Shinsou kisses it softly on the forehead. 

"Goodbye," he says. 

Jirachi chirps one last time, swoops down to bid farewell to Absol, and 
then with a sudden burst of speed, it's gone, soaring into the sky. 
Shinsou watches its receding figure until he can't see it anymore. Part 
of him wants to chase after it, but another part of him feels satisfied, 
full. Maybe, in another thousand years, they'll meet again somehow, 
but for now, Shinsou's content with the memories of their fleeting 
time together. 

Ojiro had been right—he's incredibly lucky. 

"Come on, Absol," Shinsou says. "Let's go home." 


The next day dawns clear and beautiful, and all traces of the comet 
have disappeared from the sky. 


"Hitoshi!" his mother calls from outside, voice bright with excitement. 
"Come—you won't believe this!" 

Shinsou follows her voice, steps out into the backyard. There's a grin 
on his face, excitement bubbling in his chest. 

"Look!" his mother exclaims, overjoyed. 

In the soil that was once barren and empty, a multitude of seedlings 
have sprouted, unfurling their leaves to drink in the sun. 


THE END 


“So you'd choose them over us?!” Midoriya shouted, glaring up at 
Kaminari from where he perched on Raikou. Kaminari, of course, didn't 
seem to be bothered in the slightest. He glanced idly down at Midoriya, 
a small smirk appearing finally on his face. Really, this was all too easy. 


“You're speaking as if there ever was a question about where my 
loyalties lay.” Kaminari said smugly, electricity crackling between his 
fingers. “Who would put their faith in losers like you?” A wicked laugh. 
Perhaps he was enjoying this far too much, but in that moment, it 
didn't matter. 


“Of course there was ever only one choice of who | would pick. Did you 
think | was a fool?” Kaminari demanded, a lazy sort of look crossing 
over his features, now. “Team Rocket offered me more than you 
pathetic lot ever could! I’m not daft, | know how great of an 
opportunity something like this is.” Raikou shifted under Kaminari, 
clearly growing restless. The boy, in turn, glanced up at the Team 
Rocket ship, and his eyes narrowed slightly, subtly. It was a motion hard 


to catch, but undeniably a sign, if you were looking close enough. 


A shame that no one from Team A had been. 


“You little fucker!” Bakugou shouted, a murderous look in his eyes. 
Kaminari winced. He was used to seeing Bakugou upset, but never this 
upset. Thankfully, Midoriya was there to prevent the fool from doing 
anything reckless, with his own explosive nature, or with that of his 
Pokémon. 


“Ka-chan! No! That’s the last things we need to deal with right now.” 
Midoriya scolded, which of course caused Bakugou to turn on him, 
livid, but it elicited a boisterous laugh from Kaminari himself, the man 
of the hour. 


” 
| 


“Ya'll are really something!” He crowed, hugging himself around the 
middle, and wiping away a small tear that had formed due to so much 
laughter. Again, the attention was on him, and he offered a small, self 
satisfied smile. 


Good. 
Let them come for him. 


With another devilish smirk, Kaminari leaned back. “Let’s have some 
fun, yeah?” He questioned, and sent out Pikachu. Normally, Pikachu 
wasn’t his first option in a battle, but... Jolteon was... otherwise 
engaged, shall we say. But he couldn’t focus on that right now. 
Especially now. Not with so much at stake, not only for him- but for 
everyone Kaminari cared for, too. 


“You want to battle me so much? Me, who was chosen by Raikou? 
Ha!” As if they would stand any kind of chance. But Kaminari had to 
humor them, of course he did. Otherwise, there would be no point to 
this. “Beat Pikachu first, and maybe I'll consider letting you near us.” 


A bold statement, letting everything ride on a single Pokémon... but, 
Team A only had few capable warriors, that much Kaminari knew for 
certain. Picking out the weeds would be no problem for his beloved 
Pikachu, whom he had been through so much with. A smirk found it’s 
way onto his face again. 


He... really hadn’t wanted any of this to happen, if he were to be 
honest. 


Still, fate seemed to hold something else in store for the aspiring 
“Pokémon Master”. 


The first time Kaminari came face to face with Raikou, his life flashed 
before his eyes. He was still new on his journey, and though he had 
met a few friends on the way, like Midoriya, Bakugo, Kirishima... they 
had separated for a bit today- leaving camp to explore the surrounding 


forest, and the small town beyond it- and so it was just Kaminari and 
Jolteon. So obviously, he didn't want to die! And yet, the first thing to 
flash through his mind... This is it, he thought, this is where | die. 


His eyes screwed tightly shut, then, preparing for the worst. However, 
after a few moments, he turned, suddenly throwing his eyes open and 
glancing at Jolteon. “Hey, d-d-d-do something!” He whispered 
frantically, not daring to look back at Raikou. What if the Pokémon 
decided to fry him to a crisp?! 


And yet, Jolteon was still, staring almost transfixed at the legendary 
Pokémon. Clearly, he would do nothing to stop Raikou. 


Yeah, Kaminari was definitely dead. 


But Raikou didn't attack. Rather, Kaminari blinked open his eyes, 
turning to face the Pokémon again... only to find the Pokémon gone. To 
say he was perplexed was an understatement. He just couldn’t 
understand it. While it was true that most electric-type Pokémon were 
elusive in nature, this was taking it to a whole new level. 


“Oh, C’mon! At least fry me to a crisp before disappearing, you 
overgrown cat! Totally uncool!” Kaminari complained loudly, as he 
wandered back into camp. 


As expected, no one believed that he had encountered Raikou. 


“Of course it’s true!” He spluttered. “Do you really think I’d /ie about 
seeing a Pokémon like freaking Raikou?” He demanded, turning to 
Bakugou first, then Kirishima. It was almost pitiful, seeing his weak 
attempts. 


“As if we’d believe some bullshit like that! If you saw Raikou, then I’m 
fucking Reshiram.” Bakugou deadpanned, blunt as ever. Kaminari 
flinched at the wording, though electricity crackled around him, as it 
often did when he got too upset or worked up. 


“It’s true! | really did!” He said, springing up from where he had been 
sitting around the fire to stalk to his tent. A few laughs followed him, 
though he tried ignoring them as best as he could. 

“Yeah? Try catching it next time then!” Bakugou crowed, and some 
more garbled laughter followed the response. Kaminari glowered. Oh 
yeah, he’d definitely teach them all a lesson. 

Surprisingly, Kaminari met Raikou many more times after that. Though 
the camp of Team A moved, the Legendary Pokémon always seemed 
to find him. Raikou honestly felt like a constant in Kaminari’s 
adventures, save for one small detail; 


Kaminari couldn’t capture the Pokémon, no matter what he tried. 


It was annoying- maddening, even. How hard was it to catch one 
Pokémon?! ... Granted, this one happened to be a legendary, but still! 
Now, Kaminari had a full team, and they were all strong and powerful 
Pokémon now. He’d earned many Gym Badges since his first encounter 
with the Legendary, so it was completely baffling that it’s capture was 
something that eluded him. 


He was so close to giving up, truth be told. At this point, he wasn’t 
sure what kept him going. Well, except from the taunts from Bakugou, 
still, that he would never be able to catch the Pokémon, that it was 
“way out of his league”. He wasn’t going to let that define the way he 
lived! Sure, he was still having trouble controlling his quirk the way he 
wanted to, unlike some members of Team A, but with his new team of 
Pokémon, with an element just like his, he was learning! Slowly but 
surely. 


Still, trouble always seems to find those who never want it to begin 
with. 


Kaminari walked through the dimming forest idly, a sullen sort of look 
on his face. Raikou had run away today... again. “Hey, Jolteon, how 
many times does that make it?” The Pokémon looked at him curiously, 


but Kaminari wasn’t paying attention. “Five hundred, thirty-seven...” 
He muttered distractedly, his gaze up in the skyline. 


He was so distracted that he didn’t notice Jolteon’s sudden growling, 
until it was too late. 


Attention snapping back to reality, Kaminari’s head whipped around, 
but it was too late. He was surrounded. He didn’t know who they 
were, and couldn’t even tell if he wanted too, as they were all 
shrouded in some dark kind of cloak. 


“Tell us where the Legendary Pokémon Raikou is.” One demanded, 
presumably their leader. Still, the question in itself freaked Kaminari 
out. So, they knew Raikou kind of maybe possibly followed him 
around. That uh, that made them stalkers, right? Right? Kaminari was 
being stalked? Was that even legal? 


(Kaminari tended to panic easily.) 


“Uhhhh, Raikou?” Kaminari said slowly, a nervous chuckle leaving him. 
Maybe he could play this off. This could totally work! After all, 
Kaminari was the best at things like this! “You mean like the Legendary 
Pokémon, right? And you- You think / would know where this Great 
Pokémon is at?” Another chuckle, still nervous, but a bit more relaxed. 
Kaminari turned slightly, towards a gap between the hooded figures 
that was probably big enough to escape through. “Sorry, but | think 
you’ve got the wrong guy, buddy.” Kaminari said, preparing to run. 


“Do not play games with us boy, or we’Il make sure you’re friends 
suffer.” The words cut Kaminari’s plan short, and he slowly turned back 
to the leader- or who he assumed was the leader, anyways. Oh no. Oh, 
that wouldn’t do at all. Kaminari’s anger flared. Even if Bakugou was an 
asshole sometimes, Team A as a whole didn’t deserve to get dragged 
into this. 


“Bad move, asshole.” Kaminari growled, before deftly returning Jolteon 
to his pokéball and shoving past the shadowy figures in front of him. 


Still, his escape was brought careening to a halt very quickly. ... Shit... 
There was a cliff in front of Kaminari. 


The blonde was faced with two options, then (or so he thought). Jump 
off the cliff and maybe die, or get caught by the scary thugs and 
probably endure something he didn’t want to think about, all because, 
well, he didn’t really know how to summon Raikou, unfortunately. 
After all, it’s not like the Legendary Pokémon was bonded to him or 
anything like that. 


... Rather impulsively, Kaminari decided to jump from the cliff. 


He couldn’t help it. He screamed, a /ot. After all, the cliff wasn’t a small 
one. He screwed his eyes shut, honestly preparing for the worst. This 
was it. Raikou wouldn’t be the one to kill him, it seemed. A mixture of 
both his stupid decisions and the jagged rocks below was what would 
do it. Still, the rush of air was... kind of exhilarating, Kaminari would 
admit that much. 


Until it just... stopped altogether. 


Huh. Death was weirder than Kaminari expected. For one, he didn’t 
expect to feel like he had been falling just a moment before (which, he 
really had, but the details weren’t important). That, and it definitely 
wasn’t as painful as he would have thought. He hadn’t even felt the 
impact! 


Blinking open his eyes slowly, Kaminari almost did fall again, and thus 
almost killed himself, for a second time that night. 


It was Raikou. Raikou had cushioned his fall, and saved him from 
death. 


To say Kaminari was shocked was an understatement. He had never 
expected something like this! ... Was it all a dream? He pinched himself 
to make sure, and winced a bit at the pain. Ok, so he wasn’t dreaming. 


Good to know. Offering a crooked smile, he scooted a little closer to 
Raikou’s head, closer to safety. “Hey there, buddy.” Kaminari said, 
tentatively ruffling Raikou’s head. What shocked him even more was 
that Raikou /eaned into the touch. \t just- It didn’t add up in Kaminari’s 
book! ... Didn’t the Legendary Pokémon hate him or something? 


Raikou landed them safely on the ground, and Kaminari got off, and 
turned away, ready for Raikou to run away again. But, the large feline- 
esque Pokémon nodded his hand again, and again, before shoving 
Kaminari from behind when he wouldn't turn around. “All right, what 
is your deal?” Kaminari demanded, whirling around. But Raikou didn’t 
seem to react, other than to push a small object towards the blonde 
with a large paw. 


It was a pokéball. At first, Kaminari didn’t understand. Ok- he was 
smart, but sometimes he had relapses, ok? But, suddenly, it splashed 
over him, like a sudden burst of water, and he jumped, before looking 
from the pokéball to Raikou, and once more. “I- no, you can’t- are you 
serious?” Kaminari demanded, childishly. 


Of course, the Pokémon didn’t say anything, but it didn’t need to. 
Kaminari understood, know. All those times that Raikou had run away, 
it wasn’t because he didn’t like Kaminari, Kaminari just hadn’t been 
ready. But, he was now. 


Picking up the pokéball, Kaminari watched, almost mesmerized, as it 
opened, and Raikou willingly jumped in. 


It was a victory for Kaminari. After all the teasing, all the jokes, finally, 
finally he had caught the Legendary Pokémon, and you could bet he 
was going to brag endlessly about it to Team A. Which, speaking of... 


As if the world had sped up very quickly, Team A was suddenly rushing 
towards him, all of them. Midoriya, Tokoyami, Todoroki, Bakugou, 
Momo, Jirou, Uraraka, lida, Ojiro, Sero, Toru, Aoyama, Koda, Sato, 
Shoji, Kirishima, Mineta, Tsuyu the entire gang, literally. Even old 
man Aizawa, who never did anything with Team A. 


Bakugou was laughing about something or another. It was... Strange, to 
say the least. Terribly out of character for him. Enough to set Kaminari 
on high alert, at least. Still, he was easily calmed around the others, 
and able to forget about that small detail, for now. 


“Guys!” He said happily, tucking Raikou’s pokeball away, for now. It 
seemed like no one had seen what had happened, so there didn’t 
seem to be any reason to tell them just yet. “H-how did you find me 
out here?” He had been in a rather secluded space of the forest- had 
they used their Pokémon to track him? He knew quite a few members 
of Team A had good Pokémon for tracking. 


The other members looked between themselves, and everyone burst 
into laugher. Kaminari was a little shocked, and baffled, and so he was 
unsure of how to respond. 


“You’re so gullible, Denki!” Midoriya laughed, walking over and patting 
him on the back. Kaminari, for one, still didn’t understand what was 


going on, but luckily, Midoriya just kept on talking. “We set you up. Uh! 
Hypothetically! You see, this movie producer battled lida to get him to 
star in his next film, but lida ended up winning!” Kaminari couldn’t 
help but turn to stare at lida. He... Won? 


“DO NOT LOOK SO SHOCKED!” lida said loudly, looking a bit 
disgruntled. “AS TEAM LEADER IT IS MY DUTY TO WIN.” 


Midoriya chuckled again. “Anyways, since lida won, he didn’t... want to 
crush the dreams of this moviemaker, night? And no one else really 
wanted to be in the spotlight. But, um, you weren’t really around, and 
so you got signed up? And all that just now... Was a test, to see your 
acting abilities. And apparently you passed!” 


It was Kaminari’s turn to laugh. But, moreso out of shock than anything 
else. 


Yeah right. 


This was a joke, right? ... Right? 
A look of horror slowly settled on his face. 


“Pikachu!” Kaminari shouted, looking distraught for the first time in a 
while. “NO!” His cries were clearly upsetting Raikou, and Kaminari 
quickly dismounted the Pokémon, rushing to Pikachu’s side. The 
Pokémon was only fainted, but... It had been a while since Kaminari 
had last seen one of his Pokémon in a state like this. 


A huge pulse of electric energy left Kaminari as he approached 
Pikachu, scattering the Team A members and their Pokémon. So, it was 
easy for him to crumple to the ground and pull Pikachu into his arms, 
his head hanging low for a long minute. Slowly, he turned his gaze up 
towards Team A, the look on his face terrifying. “You'll... You’ll all pay 
for this.” He choked out, before turning to face the Team Rocket ship. 
“Jolteon! NOW!” Kaminari cried, and a cheeky grin spread over his 
face. 


The whole ship started crackling with energy, before a few loud 
explosions could be heard, and soon Jolteon was flying out of the ship, 
falling towards the earth. Raikou raced up to meet the smaller 
Pokémon, saving it from harm. A font smile appeared on Kaminari’s 
face, before he turned back to his friends. 


“My choice should have been obvious from the beginning, you losers. 
Did you really think I’d abandon you so easily?” Weak and spent, 
Kaminari offered a final small laugh before passing out. 


“And that’s a wrap!” The director yelled out cheerfully, hopping off his 
chair. Everyone heaved a sigh of relief, though none more than 
Kaminari. He didn’t even know how the foolish director had even 
managed to get the whole of Team A involved with his stupid movie! 
But, whatever. It was over now, and that was all that mattered. 


Kaminari was ready to go to a nice hotel, have a nice shower, and sleep 


for years. 


Fixing a deadly glare on lida, though mostly Midoriya, who was likely 
the brains behind this whole fiasco, he offered some words of advice, 
his voice eerily calm. 


“Next time, keep the movie making to yourselves.” 


THE END 


Shoda was never one for the cold, but he thought it would be good 
training for some of the newer members in his team like Medicham. 
Strong pokemon were known to roam this area, but he never expected 
to actually encounter legendary. So, it took him by surprise when they 
rounded the corner to only come face to face with Regice. 

Wide eyed, the male made a rather loud noise and tried backing off 
out of shock. Regice was just as startled as he was and blew an icy 
wind, effectively knocking down Shoda and Medicham. 


This made Medicham feel threatened. What do pokemon that feel 
threatened or startled do? Fight of course! 


“H-hey- Wait a second, Medicham!” He reached out to stop the 
pokemon, but it was too late. The battle had begun and there was no 
fleeing from this. 


Regice was more confused than anything, if Shoda was reading the 
situation correctly. That fact alone made him feel bad for fighting in the 
first place. That didn’t stop his frightened pokemon from fighting 
though. 


As they duked it out (aka Medicham fighting and Regice defending), 
Shoda tried to calm the situation down. There were two things in life 
that he hated. One, taking credit for something he did not do. Two, 
misunderstandings. By definition, he was almost certain that this was a 
misunderstanding between the two pokemon. 

He grabbed hold of Medicham and just tried to flat out restrain him. 
“They’re just startled! Stop fighting when there’s no reason to!” He 
grunted as he held the wiggling creature. 


Regice seemed so relieved that their opponent was restrained. They 
bowed respectfully to him as thanks. 


Medicham seemed to calm down a little and looked down in 
embarrassment. He mumbled something, an apology to the legendary 
ice pokemon. The two seemed to have a small conversation before 
bowing to each other in mutual respect. When Medicham gave Shoda 
a thumbs up, he guessed they were on good terms then. 


“Sorry to bother!” he said, “We didn’t mean to. We’ll be on our way 
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now. 
That was their first encounter. 


The following encounters were a lot more calm. Once they had settled 
on top of a mountain, Regice kept popping up now and then, watching 
them as they trained, but never interfering or joining in even if it 
looked like they wanted to. Which, to Shoda, was a little odd since he 
would be glad for the legendary to join in with them. They weren’t 
going anywhere any time soon since he was supposed to collect more 
badges here. Either way, he was sure to give them some food if he had 
any to share. It was only polite. Also he felt like that was a good way to 
apologize for startling and fighting them. 


Eventually, Shoda decided to just ask Regice if they wanted to join. 
“We see you all the time here. I’m not sure if you want to join or not, 
but it seems like you do. If you want to, we’d be glad to have you train 
with us.” 


Regice seemed taken aback. It seemed like they weren’t expecting to 
be talked to after what happened. That was what was happening 
though. Hesitantly walking forward, they made a curious noise and 
carefully sat next to the pokemon who were standing by and waiting 
for their turn to train. Almost immediately, the creatures welcomed to 
their companion and tried to get to know them. 

Shoda smiled faintly and clapped his hands together. It was always nice 
when someone new came to join them for training, pokemon or 
human. 


It definitely was a good experience for all of them since they got good 


experience out of it. They also experimented with throwing snowballs 
to use as attacks. Laughing, Shoda joined in and the whole thing just 
turned into a snowball fight with the pokemon teaming up against 
their trained. 

As he was being pelted with snowballs, Shoda raised his hands up in 
surrender and laugh. All of them having a good chuckle. 


This was their first time training together. 


Their first real battle together was something. In fact, he never 
thought that Regice would actually stick around this long. He never 
even officially caught him after all. In a way, it was nice, but most of 
the places he went to next weren’t suited for ice types so he couldn’t 
let him battle. Even if they are a legendary, they have weaknesses too. 
He didn’t like seeing his pokemon being hurt no matter how strong 
they were. 


When the time finally came, it was during a particularly hard fight 
against an older trainer. They were skilled but they were mostly flying 
types. With a small smirk of determination, he sent out Regice. 
“Regice, use ice beam!” He said, pointing forward. 


They took a step back and fired their beam onto the attacking the 
Decidueye. For a minute, Regice seemed panicked at how the 
pokemon got blown back so violently. 

“Don’t worry about it.” Shoda assured, “It’s like training. You’re doing 
fine.” He offered a gentle smile to boost them further. It did help calm 
them down a whole lot. 

It was the same move for the remaining pokemon in the trainer’s team 
before he ran out of pokemon to use. 


The man gave a hearty chuckle and patted Shoda on the back. “That’s 
a nice team you got there.” He said, “That Regice of yours is pretty 
strong. Just as determined and caring as the trainer. You will go 
places.” Handing him money, he gave him a friendly salute and went to 
the nearest Pokémon Center. 


“You hear that, Regice?” Shoda smiled up at the all ice type. “Let’s go 
search the town a bit more...” 


And so... 


Night soon fell and they were in the midst of a cold forest. He made a 
small fire and set up a temporary camp. While he was cozying up, 
Regice looked right at home sitting in the snow. It brought a smile to 
his face since it just seemed adorable. For a 1.8 metre tall mass of 
sentient ice, it was adorable to see them making a tiny snowman. 


“You are much more gentle than people give you credit for,” he 
mumbled. It seemed like the legendary heard him though and gave 
him a questioning glance. “Well, you see, people like to say that 
legendaries like you are so hardcore and vicious. | don’t think I’ve ever 
heard a story about them that wasn’t about how they defeated hordes 
of attacking pokemon or whatever.” 


Regice paused their snowman making for a moment to fully pay 
attention to Shoda. They shook their head and tried to explain through 
a series of gestures and, what seemed to be, interpretive dance that 
some were just defensive. It was in their nature to fight, but not all the 
time. 


Somehow, the male got what he was trying to say and nodded. 
Looking at the snow that started falling, he glanced over at Regice and 
smile. “You feel right at home, don’t you?” he chuckled. 

Regice nodded and presented him with the snowman that they 
created. What he failed to see him create were two other snow 
sculptures. One was a little igloo and the other was a little snow 
version of themselves. The pokemon pointed at the tiny snowman, 
which Shoda supposed represented him, and then pointed at mini- 
Regice. The actual Regice crouched down and drew an equal sign 
where the igloo was. 


“You feel at home with me?” Shoda asked, trying to interpret the 
meaning. 


Regice nodded happily and gave him a hug. Needless to say, he was 
almost froze in shock. He read somewhere that pokemon tended to 
miss their original homes one day or another depending on how long 
they’ve been in your team. And from what he has experienced, that 
was true. That’s why he always got new pokemon so he wouldn’t make 
anyone feel homesick. There were only about two that stayed with 
him, but that was only because he raised them from the start. The fact 
that Regice felt at home with him was really touching. 


Finally coming out of his daze, Shoda hugged back and smiled. The 
legendary was definitely cold, but it seemed like they were controlling 
that temperature to move elsewhere so he wouldn’t get frostbite. 
Laughing, he smiled up at them. “Well, this home will always be with 


n” 


you. 


The two were inseparable like a happy family. 


THE END 
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YOU HAVE REACHED THE END OF THE 
ZINE! 


WE HOPE YOU ENJOYED THIS MIX OF 
ART AND WRITING IN THE MANY STYLES 
FROM THE MANY CREATORS! 


THANK YOU SO MUCH FOR YOUR SUPPORT! 
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